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' He merely grinned when I asked who shot him, evidently
looking upon his mishap as a minor accompaniment of the rough
but innocent fun indulged by fishermen. As an example of in-
sensibility to pain and indifference to consequences he was unique
in my experience; he said the captain wanted to leave him on the
wharf, but he wouldn't stand for it. They had gone out to the
halibut banks two or three hundred miles offshore,, where they
stayed two or three weeks, then ran down to Seattle to sell their
catch. He admitted his belly had been sore for a while; he had
laid up in his bunk about a week, then went on regular shift and
had suffered no bad after-effects.
Wabash Bill was a quiet, inoffensive little man with an iron
nerve, a cool head, and an amazing capacity for punishment,
But no one suspected it until'after his mix-up with a brown bear.
Landing at Rodman Bay with two companions on a hunting
trip, Bill started out alone and got his deer about three miles
from the beach. It was then shortly before noon. With the dressed
carcass on his back, its legs tied together to form a sling resting
on his shoulders, Bill started back, but had gone less than half a
mile when he stumbled over a log and fell beside a brown bear
with two cubs. In an instant she was upon him, cuffing, mauling,
biting with all the startled fury generated by maternal instinct
in defence of its young.
Fortunately for Bill, the deer was still on his back, its neck
shoved upward and to one side, partly shielding his face and
absorbing some portion of the bear's vicious attack. Finally, meet-
ing no resistance, she lay down near her den, growling deep
warnings and watching him closely for any sign of remaining
life. Reassured by the mother, the cubs returned, sniffed him
curiously, gradually began playing; one of them ventured to lick
the blood on his hands and forehead and to nibble at his fingers.
Throughout the afternoon Bill lay as one dead. The bear's
first onslaught knocked the rifle from his hand; it lay not more
than three feet distant, but he dared not reach for it. Shortly
before dark ht moved a hand experimentally; with an angry
roar tfee bear was upon him, biting and cuffing until satisfied he
was BO longer alive and dangerous. The cubs seemed to prefer
the wanntfa of his body to their mossy bed under the log; at
length they snuggled down beside him for the night,
Occasionally the bear came over to sniff his hands and face,